contemplation, is not to be wondered at. What but the reality of his characters, their vitality and truthfulness, the absence of mere histrionic conventionalities, has made Shakspeare the poet of the world 1 He, indeed, as our author well says, is the great mind which, containing all possibilities within itself, and combining the knowledge of others with the knowledge of self, was able to conceive and to delineate every variety of character possible in nature. As Shakspeare's representations of the normal manifestations of character surpass the representations of all other authors of fiction, so do we nowhere find the transition from the healthy to the morbid condition of the mind, the various phases of insanity and the difference between real and feigned madness, delineated as we see it in the plays of our immortal poet. 
